mune now, and our properly will find a good
use. And in the second place, as a colonist,
Olga was very different from you. And third-
ly, it doesn't look well for us to be breeding
kulaks."

"And what am I to do, now?"

"Anything you like!"

"No, that won't do!" interposed Stupitsyn.
"If they're in love, let them get married.
Dmitri can get a 'dowry/ too, so long as he
goes not to Lukashenko, but to the commune.
Olga will boss the show there."

"Marusya's father won't let her go."

"Let Marusya send her father to the devil."

"She can't do that."

"It means she doesn't love you enough. . ..
She's a kulak, anyhow!"

"What's it to do with you, whether she
loves me, or whether she doesn't?"

"You see, it is something to do with us.
It means she's marrying you out of interest . . .
if she loved you. ..."

"Perhaps she does love me, but she obeys
her father. And she can't join the commune."

"Oh, she can't! Then why should the
Commanders' Council worry about her?" re-
torted Kudlaty roughly. "You want to get
in with a kulak, and Lukashenko needs a
rich son-in-law in his hut. And why should
we care? Declare the Council closed."

Lapot grinned delightedly from ear to ear.
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